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Alleluia
He is risen!
Death’s dark prison
Now no longer holds Him bound;
Love victorious,
Bright and glorious,—

Angels, let your trumpets sound!
He is living!
He is giving
Life to them that firm believe;

Life eternal,

Joy supernal,—
Mortals, now no longer grieve!
Tell the story

Of His glory
Unto earth’s most distant bourn;
Let no sadness

Mar the gladness

Of this Resurrection morn!
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Members of St. Mary’s College
Altar Fund Association

The Exponent has carried the news of the Altar Fund Campaign
to our many friends. Several have aided us with generous donations to
realize our project, and some have promised to contribute in the near
future. To accommodate all, The Exponent has agreed to receive con-

tributions for the S. M. C. Altar Fund until June 1.
S. M. C. ALTAR FUND COMMITTEE.

Third List. Compiled April 1, 1915.
Harry Busch, Ralph Busch, Edward Busch, Mr. and Mrs. Albert
Beck, Mrs. and Mrs. C. M. Burry, George Behler, James Burns, Mary
A. Burns, Miss Sarah Burns.
Mrs. Costello and Family, John Costello and Family, Mrs. M. Corn-

wall and Daughter, John J. Clinch, Mr. J. Cullen, The Cobey Family,
Miss H. Conners, Edward Cahill and Family.
Mr. and Mrs. George Fries and Family, Mrs. Anna Fries, Thos. F.
Farrell and Family.
John J. Gerlach, Mr. and Mrs. L,. Goetz.
John Kline, Mrs. Rosa C. Klour, Michael Kastle, Emil Kessler,

Fred Kessler.
Lorenz Lattner, Peter Lang, Charles F. Lang, John Lang, Emilius
Lang, Mrs. Peter Lang, Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Lang, B. Leimkuhler, S. M.,

‘and deceased members of Leimkuhler Family.
Joseph Mackary, James McFee, F. X. Muth and Family, Ellis Mayl,
Mrs. Sophia Miller.
John and Fred Norckauer.

Conrad Rosemeier, John Rolfes.
A. J. Schratz, Sr., M. M. Schratz, John Sell and Family, Mr. and

Mrs. Scheuermann, Martha and George Scheuermann, B. J. Schmackers
and Family, Miss Schmitt, Mrs. M. C. Sullivan, C. Schmidt.
Mrs. Emma Tolle, Robert Tolle, S. M.
William Vogel, Aloys Vogel.

Chas. B. Wittrock.
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Militarism and Navyism
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C. I. Nimop, 717
FE hear so much nowadays of Militarism, of the dangers of
Militarism, of the necessity of breaking this Germanic
institution of barbarity, until our ears tingle with the word
and we become so confused as to wonder in the end what -

all the hubbub is about, and at the same time howl and yell for its complete extirpation. Militarism! ah yes! that has something to do with
that cruel war-lord, the Kaiser of Germany, who has raised this unchristian, uncivilized institution to dominate Europe, to ruin France, to
prevent the progress (legitimate, of course) of Russia and the Slavic
nations, to annex the small powers and to strip England of her hereditary

prestige.

Dread word, Militarism!

But let us stop and think.

Are we

so sure that Militarism is all that it is said to be? Recollect that it is
not the German nation but her deadly opponents who are thus speaking.
The murderer does not impute good motives to the man struggling for
life. But England and France are fighting to overthrow this relic of
barbarism, and a relic that has done incalculable harm. Are we sure
of that?
Militarism?

What do we mean?

Mention but the word and imme-

diately all thoughts center in the German kingdom far beyond the sea,
which is today fighting for its very existence. Why, Germany? Have
not the other nations standing armies of just as great or almost as great

extent?

But others needed it to balance Germany?

Let us see why

Germany needed this militarism.
As is so well known, Germany during the past four hundred years
has been the cock-pit, the fighting arena of Europe. Her fair and fertile

plains were overrun for centuries by Spaniard, Italian, French, Swede,
Austrian. Her cities were wiped out, her land made desolate. Smoking ruin and barren earth marked the path of the conquerors. And what

has happened once may happen again, and what has happened often will
most probably happen again, if nothing superior interferes. This, just
this, is what Bismarck foresaw. In union there is strength; in preparedness there is double strength. So he welded together the various states
of the Germanic empire
; he organized the army; he instituted the present
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régime of Militarism. And what had happened often, did happen again.
The occasion came, but the occasion found Germany united and_ pre-

pared; her seers had calculated better than they thought, and Germany,
thanks to their foresight is no longer the bloody, wasted, desolate cock-

pit of European armies.
What has all this to do with Navyism? What do you mean by
Navyism? That is just the point I am coming to. The American people
have, alas, been grossly deceived; they have been the blind dupes of
English diplomats. All the while they were decrying the evils of Militarism, they held their eyes closed to a far more dangerous menace nearer
home, and one far more vitally bound up with the dearest interests of
America. It is an enemy that by clever hands has bound and shackled
fast the limbs of America, of American trade, of American commerce.
And this menace, this sly, and therefore, all the more dangerous enemy,
is none other than British navyism, than British control of the seas. And
Britain has control of the seas, if ever there shall be control of this highway of commerce. Here at our very doors lies this monster sea-~enemy

and we decry the dangers of Militarism!
What has Militarism to do with us? What harm has it wrought
Germany, the United States, the world? For forty-five years this institution has been rigorously maintained. Has Germany in the meantime decreased? Her population, her internal resources, her commercial
output, her cultivation of the arts and sciences—a point, by the way,
which shows real development,—have advanced by leaps and bounds

and far outstripped France or England.

Has Germany disturbed the

peace of the world during all these years? Show me the war she has
waged; show me the defenceless state she has seized. No! this has been
the work of the English or the French or the Russians. England has
meddled in Asia, in South Africa—everywhere. France has disturbed
the peace in Northern Africa. Russia has crushed by huge weight all
that she could, south of her. Germany alone has remained quiet. Ger-

many’s motto surely is: “Live and let live. Leave us develop. We don’t
want anything, but leave us alone.”
But Germany has not been left alone; she has been molested, and
why? For three hundred years, since the days of Drake and Frobisher,
England has held supreme control of the high seas. And for three hundred years and more’ England has been the one cause, or at least one of

the main causes of every war that has disturbed the peace of Europe.
It is England that has pitted French against German, Swede against
German, German against Austrian, French against Spaniard, Russian
against French. Her dealings can easily be seen in the Thirty Years
War, the Sevén’ Years War, the Napoleonic Wars, the Franco-Prussian
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War and in the host of other minor contests. Why, you ask, this interference? England’s sole ambition is to retain that supreme control of
the high seas acquired under Elizabeth, and all means, fair or foul, are
pressed into service. When one nation on the continent becomes too
strong, she pits the others against it, weakens it, and then out of the
abundance of her generosity gobbles up the greatest portion of the spoils.
Explain otherwise, if you can, her Canadian possession, her Indian possession, her Egyptian possession, her numerous coaling stations dotting
the face of the sea from North to South, from East to West. Fair or
foul, any means, so long as she and she alone is the one power in the
Eastern Hemisphere, and as much as possible in the Western!
Such has been the policy of England in general, and such is her
policy in the present crisis. There exist two nations too strong for her,
two nations that are able to open some dispute about sea-supremacy,

the United States and Germany.

‘True to her hereditary policy, Eng-

land is striving to the utmost by all the tricks of diplomacy to set at
war these nations and thus weaken them both. And then, of course,
true to that hereditary policy, she will share in the general distribution
of the spoils, seeing that she receives the greatest portion. What is
militarism to England? It cannot harm the English people; it cannot
harm English commerce; it cannot harm English control of the seas.
It may harm France or Russia, but that would be to England’s benefit.
Militarism spells nothing for Britain. No! what she fears is the untried strength of the young giant of the West, and the sturdy, plodding,
persistent push of German commerce, of the German navy. Her impregnable position of three hundred years is threatening to crumble. Is it

any wonder that England fears?
And on whom rests the decision of the idesie? On no one but
America. And shall she declare in favor of England, her bitter foe, her
implacable enemy, her would-be destroyer? Shall America show herself such a stupid idiot? No! I dare say, no! Long enough has she
borne up under British diplomacy that would have torn her limb from
limb. Is is not evident in the Civil War? Is it not evident in her breaches
of the Monroe Doctrine? Where, when has she shown herself friendly?
Yes, there is the warm hand, the smiling countenance, but—there is the
dagger behind the back. Why let ourselves be duped any longer? Let

us cast off these shackles that have been forged on us for so many years.
Let us open our eyes.

Navyism.

Let us see our true.enemy, not. Militarism, but

Until our eyes are opened we will be but blind tools in the

hands of unprincipled workmen, tools that will work but for their own
destruction. O America! awake! for your danger is great. You and
you alone can prevent it. And America shall awaken,“for it shall not,

it cannot remain in error any longer.
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RAPHAEL Sourp, 16; Norman C. Hocuwatv, 717.

By saving of candle-ends and ‘sich’.”
“Little by little he got to be rich,

ROBABLY these words from Saxe, which tell us of the rise from

poverty to riches of many men, also will call to our minds the

remembrance of some misers we have known.

found in every community.

Misers are to be

We have means of discovering

them by their manner of living, by their dress, by the family conditions,

and by their business exchanges with their fellowmen.

A miser, we all

know, is truly an eccentric person who attempts to turn all the profits
of life into his own purse, and in following this philosophy he usually
is one of life’s most unhappy creatures.
Every man upon whom gossip generously bestows the name miser

is not rightly named.

Many of these men to whom spendthrifts impute

the name miser, are in reality wise men, men of forethought. They are
amused at and pity the profligate money-wasters who are called “good

fellows” by their chums when money flows thick and fast, but who, when

the purse is empty, must direct their own balloon in the tempest of ad-

versity.

These men of forethought have learned from the experience

of others that life is not altogether prosperity, but must have its quota
of “rainy days.” In preparing for these rainy days they are but showing their prudence, and it is unjust to lay to their charge the name—
misers.
What is meant by “rainy days’? Do we understand them in their

exact sense as did the Irish laborer, who when asked if he had anything
laid by for a rainy day, responded: “A whole quart, soir, and it’s a
glorious drunk I'll hoive the ‘first day its too wet to worruk.” No, indeed
; rainy days also have a figurative meaning. In this sense they have
been truly named, for they, without doubt, are as gloomy and dismal
as the rainy days we experience at intervals.
Very few are they who live without experiencing the grief and sorrow of the rainy days of life. If you would understand what is meant
by them, ask one who has undergone their plight. Study conditions
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around yqu and you will see the plight which some rainy days have im‘posed on your fellow-creatures.
We read of the bankrupt, the business failure. He has come to his
rainy days. He formerly thought that there was no need of saving and
economizing, so he tended to his business affairs in a languid manner,
and built himself a luxurious home and lived a life of ease, little dream-

ing that his rainy days were near at,hand. At length the truth dawns
upon him that his carelessness and prodigality have emptied his purse.
He despairs and grieves over his self-made plight, and he thus understands the philosophy of rainy days.
Again, take the case of many miners. These men live as the In-

dians, always in the present, with not a thought for the future.

What-

ever money they get into their hands is quickly spent. While they have
the cash they buy anything, even the most unnecessary things. When
rainy days come in the form of strikes or straightened labor conditions
they have nothing on which to keep their large families. Soon after
the mine is shut down they are reduced to abject poverty, the children

become ill and in many cases die as a result of the little forethought of
the father. The mother becomes thin and haggard, and the miner himself is overburdened with the troubles against whicha little prudence
and saving would have been a barrier.
As another example of rainy days the life of the railroad laborer
may be taken. In a good many cases these men think that the only way
to enjoy the fruits of their, labor is by indulging to the extreme their
passion for drink. The day after they are paid usually witnesses a bunch
of drunks who are “dead-broke,’ because of gambling and betting and
drinking and being the good fellow. Their homes thus are miserable
hovels of the most abject poverty, and their wives and children bear the
worst of the rainy days.
The number of men who have experienced rainy days is legion.
Take any class, whatsoever, and they are the majority to whom life has

been anything but sunshine.

Nor is the loss of money and property the

only causes of rainy days. Those whose character has been stained by
some criminal act experience worse days than these. In their cells their
acts continually present themselves to their minds and produce a mental

state which, only the murderer can describe.
rainy days as we do not.

They in truth understand

Rainy days are also experienced in the loss of a parent, a brother

or sister, or any friend whose life is as dear to us as our own.

The

heavy heart, the sad remembrances, and the weighing down of the burdens of life are certainly to be called “rainy days.”
But in life, let us remember, days are not al! rainy. Life also has
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its sunshine and happiness. The wheel of life must turn, and if it be
hard to pull at times, by reason of the mud and mire that hangs to it,
will power is able to draw the heavy load until the mud and mire, the
rainy days, wear off. Many of these rainy days can be guarded against.
For example, the business failure may be prevented by attention to duties
and by living according to the purse. The rainy days of the common
laborer are in many cases the fault of the sufferer. If by economy and
temperance in living he saves a moderate sum, the wolf is kept away
from the door because there is plenty for him elsewhere. The loss of
character usually is the result of little thought and quick action, which
rainy days come very seldom to wise men. We need not experience many
rainy days in the loss of one dear to us, for by living true Christian
lives we may hope to enjoy the place of eternal happiness where rainy
days will be no more.
The thought of a rainy day makes one feel gloomy and morbid.
This is because everything seems to be forlorn in the open, covered by
the constant drops of rain. We feel as if God has gone back on us, but
the second thought thereof recalls what God is doing for us. He alone
knows when we need rain and consequently he sends us rain accordingly.
In our boyhood days how many times have we not heard the expression, “These are certainly rainy days!” At the very utterance of
such words we thought they were foolish, or did not know what folks
were talking about. Yes, they knew what they were talking about, but
we did not know what they meant. Most probably the “rainy days” were
there, but they were not days in which we were not allowed to indulge
in the childish delights of outdoors. But at last, during these strenuous
times the full realization of the so-called “rainy days’ has evolved upon
our understanding. We see why they are “rainy days.”
The true meaning of this expression has dawned upon all of us
when we see our European neighbors engaged in such a bloody conflict. We Americans also feel the strain of this indomitable battle for
supremacy. The labor conditions are such at the present time that we

cannot help from realizing that we are in the midst of the rainy days.

The condition of the American people at the present time is due to
the unpreparedness of the people for these unexpected rainy days. It

has been this way at all times.

This unexpected occurrence in Europe

has affected both the rich and the poorer classes of people throughout
the United States.

We find people today almost starving to death be-

cause they are ashamed to admit the condition they are in financially.

They at one time were aristocrats, but now they are forced to live on
charity. It is this way throughout the country, but of course there are
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quite a few of the sager folk that have been prepared for this, and consequently they do not feel the strain of the war as the unprecautious
people do.
And again these financial conditions are due to the extravagance
of the American people. They do not look to the future, only for pleasure,
and of course they do not look forward to the rainy days that are apt
to come any time. Many of them are therefore taken unawares and feel
the times more so than the prepared. The people of the United States
are always known as being extravagant pleasure-seekers. The almighty
dollars are the aim of all, but, as a rule, as fast as they come in they go
out. Therefore, their lust for the dollar is not to save it and be prepared
for the unexpected, but to enjoy life with it.
We cannot call the position of the United States today as the only
nation under the influence of the rainy days. Looking across the ocean
to our so-called friendly neighbors, we find millions of people who are
having the rainy days and who fully understand their meaning. They
know what it means to be poor, although they might have been wellto-do before the war broke out. Evidently they were prepared for rainy
days, but they never expected the rainy days they are having now. They
not only lose their fortunes but the family ties are likewise broken by
the death of the father or a son. They have a two-fold reason for calling these the rainy days. Truly, it never rains but it pours.
These rainy days have many good effects upon the eyes of the public. They are taught to realize to be economical and to be prepared.
Many people only open their eyes when they find that they are up against
it. They are now taught to realize that any time our Lord can send
rainy days. The lesson taught, to be economical, is the greatest, for
many families begin to realize the value of money, and therefore become |
economical in order to be prepared for the crisis.
The moral taught by the idea of “rainy days” is that we should
always be prepared, both spiritually and bodily. We can not tell what
is going to happen next; only God knows. The world is just as apt to
come to an end for us today as tomorrow; we can never tell but we
can always be prepared.
God watches over us when he sends “rainy days” and rainy days,
and He observes all, that is, how we take both, if we are deprived of

the pleasures on account of a rainy day, or if we are become humble by
“rainy days.’

Taylor says:

We should always be prepared to receive both.

Jeremy

‘“‘Enjoy the blessings of this day if God sends them; and

the evils bear patiently and sweetly. For this day only is ours.
dead to yesterday and we are not born to tomorrow.”

We are
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Cary J. Ryan, 716

APPRECIATE the opportunity of presenting to you briefly the
history of the Holy Name Society. Towards the close of the
twelfth century, a heresy, known as the Albigensian heresy,
broke out in the southern part of France. It was accompanied

by irreligion and blasphemy so horrible, that the Church realized some-

thing must be done, not only to arrest their progress, but also to make
reparation for the excesses committed. The Council of Lyons held-in
1274 determined to promote in a special manner devotion to the Holy
Name of Jesus. The Dominican Order was selected to preach this devotion, under whose guidance it spread rapidly to a number of coun-

tries of Europe.

During the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries its history is quite
obscure, although we know that the devotion was still practiced. Its
power was demonstrated forcibly in the year of 1432, when it was the
means of stopping a plague that was devastating the city of Lisbon. On
January the first of the following year a procession of thanksgiving was
held, which was the first Holy Name procession that ever took place.
Up till this time there were no Holy Name Societies as we know
them now. But in the sixteenth century, Emperor Charles V and King
Philip II ordered not only the continuance of the Holy Name devotion,
but also the establishment of societies to promote the devotion. Once
more the Dominicans were entrusted with this work. Under their guidance, societies were established in a number of countries of Europe under the general name of Confraternities. During the next two centuries
the Popes encouraged the foundation, and spread of these societies by

granting special indulgences and privileges.
On June 21, 1571, Pope Pius V, in recognition of the splendid results which the Dominicans had achieved in Holy Name work, granted
that order the absolute right of establishing Holy Name Societies. From
that time on, no Holy Name Society could be established without the
consent of the Superior of the Dominican Order.
There was as yet one drawback to the spread of Holy Name Societies. It was a rule that but one society could be established in each
* Address delivered at Holy Name Rally at S. M. C., March 15, 1915
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city or town. However, Pope Leo XIII, who was much interested in
Holy Name work, dispensed with this rule. This removed the last obstacle. Societies sprang up in large numbers both in Europe and America.
Instead of one society to a city, the proportion is rather one society to
a parish. As yet there seems to be no limit to the number of societies
established or the good they can do. Wherever established, Holy Name
Societies are a vital, living power, not only for the members themselves,
but to thousands of our fellow citizens who each year witness the Holy
Name parades.
The history of the Holy Name Society has been one of steady
growth. From an humble beginning it has reached a position of importance. Its future is hidden from our view. But of this much we
may rest assured: that a society founded on so noble a purpose cannot
come to naught; and the Holy Name Society, with its wide latitude of
membership, will in after years become perhaps the strongest and most
powerful organization under the guidance of our Holy Mother Church.

r

>
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>

“Holy Name Society at S. M. C.
Cm

@}
CLARENCE J. Scumirt, 715

E HAVE reason to rejoice, dear friends, at the good which
the Holy Name Society has accomplished at St. Mary’s
College. We have also reason to rejoice at the spreading of the Holy Name Society into nearly every section
of the United States. This society now has a good start, but it still needs
our active co-operation. There is still a flood of profanity. On the
streets, in factories, in pool-rooms—what Christian’s blood is not chilled

by hearing the sacred name of Jesus profaned?
Vile tongues are continually insulting their Maker to His face, by

vomiting forth the most horrible blasphemies.
realize the meaning of their words.

Many, it is true, do not

Many learn to curse before they

know that God has made the prohibition, “Thou shalt not take the name
of the Lord thy God in vain.” Certainly, much of the profanity which
is used, may in a way be condoned. People, we know are not morally
responsible for acts which result from invincible ignorance. But what
* Address delivered at Holy Name Rally at S. M. C., March 15, 1915
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about Christians who know better? On the day of judgment what will
be said to those who have received a college education and have nevertheless been continually guilty of profanity?
Some of you have asked: “What good is St. Mary’s Holy Name
Society doing?” My friends, we will not fully realize the good which
it is doing until we are no longer within these hallowed walls. Year
after year the Holy Name Society of S. M. C. has been assisting boys
and young men to build up strong ¢haracters, preserving the majority
from falling into the habit of using profane language, and helping the
others to break the habit already formed.

A pioneer farmer of Western Ohio recently told me how hard it
was for him to get rid of the habit of cursing when he was a boy.

In

those days most of the fields were full of stumps and roots, and to plough
such fields was not an easy task. Whenever this farmer plowed into a
root, he invariably vented his anger on Almighty God. When he went
to confession the priest told him to try to break himself of the habit of
cursing and as a help, to say a decade of the Rosary for each time he
cursed during the next month. In the course of the following month
the farmer plowed into so many roots that it was impossible for him to
say his prayers fast enough to keep up with his cursing. Every noon
and night after finishing his meals he would say his beads, but every
day he kept getting further behind. One day the priest chanced to come
along where he was plowing and the farmer told him that he never could
catch up in saying a decade of the beads for each time he cursed. The
priest then took hold of the plow, and all went well for the first round.
On the second round, however, a bee nest was plowed up causing the
horses to be unmanageable. The priest was indeed vexed, but not a
profane word escaped his lips. From that time on, the decade of the
beads was lessened to a Hail Mary for every time the farmer cursed.
Only with the greatest difficulty and after much endeavor did the farmer
finally succeed in overcoming his bad habit.

Right here, is it not pertinent to ask: “Is not St. Mary’s Holy
Name Society accomplishing a great deal if it only prevents its members from assuming the habit of cursing, thereby rendering needless
the anguish which must be borne in stripping it off?” And for those
who have unfortunately contracted the habit of cursing, where will they
ever have a better opportunity for breaking it than here at S. M. C.
What benefit is derived from cursing, anyway? Some sins are
productive of temporary profit and pleasure; but profanity is productive
of nothing unless it be shame on earth and damnation in hell. Profanity never did any man the least good. Who is richer, happier, or
:
wiser on its account?

ULYSSES AND THE CYCLOPS
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Some young boys imagine that it is manly to curse and use profane
language. Be not so deluded. To curse is not brave. Every person
of sense and character despises profanity. It commends no one to any
society. It is disgusting to the refined; abominable to the good; insulting to those with whom we associate; degrading to the mind,—unprofitable, useless, foolish.

Unliterary Minds
OO
C. I. Nrmop, Georcr R. Kinste, ’17
UR age is the boasted age of enlightenment, of progress in all
the sciences and even in the arts. We have entered upon an
era of glorious prosperity, of advance in culture, and in fact,
in everything. Yes, in everything, and let me add, to that
everything belongs lack of culture. Beside the highest mountains are
the deepest, thickest shadows, and beside this exceeding great enlightenment dwells the foe of all true enlightenment, a distaste for literature.
Nowhere is this phase of the human mind better exhibited than in the
thousands of unliterary minds who crowd the marts of the world.
But let me define my position better. You will, no doubt, claim that
in making the above assertion I am running counter to the opinion of
the majority; you claim that never before was there such a wide spread
of dailies, weeklies, monthlies, etc.; that the world’s bookshelves are
groaning under their loads of valuable books, novels, romances, poetry,
and what not. I concede all that. But is the reading of periodicals to
be made the test of the literary standing of a nation? No;a literary
mind requires a greater depth, a broader view of life, of true fife. But
is not that the very office of the periodical? It is cosmopolitan in its
view
; it presents for the most part life as it is really found.

This objection enables me to give the test for a truly literary mind,
and at the same time, make known what is meant by an unliterary mind.
A literary mind is one whose chief bent is towards true literature, true
literature being naught else but true life dressed in perfect language.
And this is just what the periodical is not. The naked truth may be
there, but lacking the garb, it is repulsive rather than attractive. Newspapers but too often pamper a depraved, vicious inclination of the human

heart; true literature never does.
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But there is another aspect of the literary mind that will serve to
bring out the more forcibly the position of an unliterary mind. Aliterary
mind is one that possesses a true philosophy of life, for it has true life
clothed in its own simple thoughts, which is, perhaps, the most perfect
language and the most telling. To this class belong so many known as
fogies, called so because they refuse to take their position under the
standard of the false enlightenment that is darkening the world.
But to come to the unliterary mind. The classes of these are too
numerous to describe, so I wish to take but a case or two. Among the
greatest of uncultured, unliterary folks that walk this earth is the young
student who looks down upon his dad, who imagines himself to be so

superior to the common lot of men that he would soil himself by the least
contact with them. And this class is by far too numerous. The student
in question rolls off glibly the names of dozens of authors he has read,
from Plato to the last novel just wet from the press; he runs through a
whole string of theorems of higher mathematics, through a vast deal
of matter in the physical sciences and through a vaster amount in the
. philosophical sciences. Then he marches proudly forth as one of the
enlightened subjects of an enlightened age. Yes, he may be of a candlepower, but he is so hidden under his bushel of self-conceit that he is
totally lost to view.
Has such a mana true literary mind? Far be it from any one to
assert such a thing. Literary minds possess broad conception; he is a
puny creature, groping in a darkness thicker than the Egyptian night.
His mind may bealitter, but it is not literary. Literary minds possess
the virtues which spring from intimate contact with true, beautiful life
;
arrogance, haughtiness, self-sufficiency are as far removed from them
as the North Pole is from the South Pole, nor can they ever meet.
At the opposite pole to this enlightened barbarian, this distorted
human personality, stands the wilfully illiterate. He is bound to live
out his days in stupidity, in total disregard of the noblest part of the
animal known as man, for all that he cares to know of man is the brute

part.

What does he want with literature?

It has no delights for him;

wealth, honor, lust—these are the only things worth prizing. It is easily
understood that for such there is no literary mind. And is their number
so small? Alas! it is too great, and here is the great shadow of the
mountain of enlightenment. The enlightening process has helped to dig
more gold mines, has opened more offices of state, has provided more
opportunities for the gratification of passion, and these are the things

men care for.

Is this enlightenment?

Looking over the broad expanse of human callings, myriads of vo-
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cations present themselves to our view. Man’s occupations are so numerous and so varied and his inclinations so different, that to find two
alike would be next to impossible. Our cities are so filled with men of
profession, men of industry, litterateurs, teachers, contractors, bankers,
agents, that one would think that our nation is built upon the cultivation
of the best things in life.
Yet how different is the sight that meets our gaze! If we would
extract from our cities the people of unliterary minds, how small would
be the number left therein! Sad to say, the uncultured far exceed those

of literary inclinations.

The tendencies of mankind seem to be directed

toward its occupations alone, without any care whatever for that which

embellishes life, gives pleasure to work and substance to thought.

It

is unwholesome to be occupied with one activity and to let all other things
left unnoticed.
What is the cause of this lack of culture in life? Is there any true
reason for the aversion to literature. Literature is that absolutely necessary element in life which lifts man from the rank of the lowest to the
grade of the highest. It is that indispensable means which distinguishes
man from the beast. Literature is the thought of thinking souls; and
what about those souls who do not care for reading? Their minds
have become shrivelled and musty, and the poetry that ought to be in
them has long ago vanished. There is a reason for the lack of literary
minds. It is this. Man’s aims are not high enough. In other words,
the ideal is lost from sight and enveloped in the hazy mists of the real,
prosaic, spiritless and insipid.
A large number of our people labor under false imaginations. They
see no absolute need for education, and consequently find no use for literature. It is upon the educated that the success of a nation is based. A
nation is ranked according to the educational institutions it contains, and
the culture of its people. Education marks the advance of civilization,
and in times past laid the cornerstone for all important evolutions.
Where would our people be were it not for the vital philosophy of thinking minds? Notable inventions would not exist and progress would be
an anti-climax of centuries.
Is there a cure for this prevalence of unliterary minds? We hope

there is.
of youth.

A love for literature ought to be cultivated in the earliest days
Philosophers claim that the habits which we acquire when

growing into manhood cling to us throughout our life.
ing it would be,
literature. We
most helpful of
tured, why not

What a bless-

then, if one of these habits were a love for good, sound
would carry with us one of the noblest associates and
companions. But if we are ranked among the unculseek a cure? If we have not read in the past, let us
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begin now, and begin well. Let us select the best and soundest literature, and despite creeping aversion to it, let us continue with force until
the real nature submits to the ideal and lofty.
In the realm of literature another question presents itself. What do
we read? Some authors form a plan of reading. In some cases this
might be of advantage, while in others, not. Have no formalities about
reading; just read the most valuable, the most uplifting and the best.

One’s reading should be divided, for every class of literature has its
wholesome benefits. Magazines and newspapers should be read in order
to give one a knowledge of the present; history should be appreciated
in order to give a knowledge of the past.
There is one kind of literature seldom appreciated. This is poetry.
Even some of the most literary must acknowledge guilt in this line. And
why? There is no reason why man while loving literature should not
love the best. Poetry is considered the parent of all arts, and that which
cleanses and dignifies man. It is found in all nature; it is emitted from
the throat of the warbling bird and nestles in the perfume of the fragrant flowers. It is in the smile of man as he passes to and fro. It is
the vital stream of literature, and without which all life would be death.
Then if it is so important, why not cultivate a liking for it?
When we speak of the subject of unliterary minds, our thoughts
wander toward two kinds of people to whom we offer sympathy—the
blind and the deaf. I am sure that these people, more than any others,
know the value of literature, just because they cannot acquire it. Yet
in speaking of sympathy, we would do better to impart it to those who
could appreciate literature and yet do not. They are far worse off than
the former class, and these unappreciative minds have reasons to complain.
Again, what a source of consolation does not literature afford in

after life. Pity the retired man, who after the toil of life is over, finds
no way in which to pass his closing days. When sitting in the glow of
the flickering hearth, why does he not turn aside his hand and take

from the table a novel of Dickens, a poem of Longfellow, a volume of
Faber, or a drama of Shakespeare, and fill in the weary hours. It surely
would give him much consolation and he would certainly appreciate

more his existence.
Therefore, learn early to love literature, and the best of life is in
store for you. You will happily reap an efficient harvest of useful knowledge, and be worth your weight in gold, for knowledge is power.
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Cari J. Ryan, 716
PERSON’S speech is an index to his character. In sizing up
another, it often suffices to enter into conversation. Day by
day, in our contact with our fellow man, we observe all kinds
of characters, a few of which will here be set down.

There is Mr. Knowit All, the man of unlimited knowledge.

What

he does not know would not fill a book; and what others do know he

has long since forgotten.

His statements, backed up by facts and fig-

ures, are invulnerable. Wishing to share some of his knowledge, we
open up with some harmless question, such as “well Mr. Knowit All,

who do you think will win the war?”
“T can infallibly assure you that Germany will win the war,” he
replies sagely.
.
“But,” we interpose, “a large number of people have a different
opinion on the subject.”
“Nonsense, what do their opinions amount to? I studied this war

from the very beginning and I know what I’m talking about. Now let
me show you some figures. We have lost so many men while the enemy
has lost one-third more.

We have advanced so many miles, and they

have retreated two-thirds of the distance we have advanced.
erals know more about war than theirs do.
portant point—”

Our gen-

Then there is another im.

“Still your commander-in-chief says they will have to give up the
struggle unless they can get more ammunition and food by such a time,”
we interrupt.
“What does he know about it?’, our informer exclaims violently ;

“haven't I got the facts and figures?”

After that we are willing to take his word for it.
We leave Mr. Knowit All and whom do’ we meet but Mr. Know
Nothing.

At least, judging him by his conversation, we would think

he knew nothing.
“Nice day isn’t it,” we venture to suggest.
“Yep!” he answers.
“Do you think it will rain tomorrow ?”
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“Nope!”
“Do you think Dayton will win the pennant again?”

“Nope!”
“What makes you think so?”
“Dunno!”
Thus it is. His conversation is limited to single words uttered in
jerks, with the ending generally eliminated to save time. If you will take
the trouble to investigate, you will find out that this man is the husband
of some very talkative woman. When his wife begins to talk he has
to content himself with listening patiently; and the best he can do is to
wedge in a word now and then. He never ventures an opinion to his

wife.

If he did, she might differ from him and torture him with an

extra half-hour lecture. He confines himself to harmless answers. Thus,
his character is formed, and he becomes a man of one-worded conversation, uttered during the breathing spells of another’s talk.
Next we meet the over-exact person, a person who is so fearful of
telling a lie that every precaution is taken to make sure that nothing
but the truth is spoken. ‘These persons are generally women, because
men are not so scrupulous about telling the truth. Thus, one woman
speaks to another.
“T saw an ad. in the News the other day—no, I believe it was the
Herald. No; it couldn’t have been the Herald, we don’t take it. Oh!
that’s right, I saw it while I was over to Mrs. Johnson’s house. Now

I really don’t know which paper she takes.

Wait a moment; I'll see.”

So she calls up Mrs. Johnson and finds out it was the News after all.
“Yes; it was the News after all. Well, anyhow, I was saying I
saw an advertisement of Crescent Soap. I thought I ’d get some. Late
the next morning I went to the grocery. Let’s see. I don’t think it was
in the morning; I think it was in the afternoon. Yes; it was after dinner. Oh! I remember it was just ten minutes to twelve when I went,
so it was in the morning. Oh! no, that’s right, our clock was fifteen
minutes slow so that’s makes it five after twelve, so it was in the afternoon after all,” and so on ad infinitum.

Then we come to the person who needs no introduction, for he introduces himself. “Why, hello John, I see you were not at the meeting
last night. We had a hot time. My proposal of sending delegates to

the next convention came up.

I argued the matter vigorously.

I

touched upon every phase of the matter and I explained it thoroughly.

Some opposed it, but I answered every objection so completely that none
dared dispute my contentions. While they were speaking I took note
of every argument they offered. I kept tab on all who opposed, and I
saw that everything was run in the right manner. Next time we ought
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to have more supporters present. But still they won’t be needed as I'll
be present, and I'll look after everything. If I fail to get this through,
I'll know the reason why, and when I’ve finished I'll let them know they
were in a fight.”” Of course you all recognize Mr. Egotist.
Then we meet the person who has no ideas on a subject, but still
likes to talk. He jumps rapidly from one subject to another. He exhausts his knowledge on each subject so completely, that if you were
to ask him a question on some subject he just spoke about, he could not
answer without repeating something he had just said. But let him speak
for himself.

“Oh, yes, I was at the dance last night, but the floor was in poor
condition. The parafin they used was of a poor quality. This is due
to the fact that the Star Oil Company has a monopoly on parafin. And
I think it is this very company that is responsible for all the trouble in
Mexico. You know they want to monopolize all the oil fields down
there. And it’s lucky that this country didn’t get into trouble with Mexico, because we would surely be embroiled in the European War if we

did. But the European War should cause us no alarm. They are doing nothing more than people have always done. In the time of Napoleon, Caesar and Alexander they had wars. From the time when Cain
made war on Abel, down to the present time, they have done the same

thing over and over.” And thus it is. This person can cover the whole
range of human history, while another can cover but a single phase of

the given subject.
The grump is well known to all of us. “Well, how does this weather
satisfy you?” we ask him.
“Oh, it’s bum, the sun’s too hot and the nights too cold. Of course
today is not so bad. But yesterday was fierce. The sun didn’t start to

shine until late in the morning, then it rained all afternoon.
pose we will have the same thing tomorrow.”

And I sup-

No matter what sub-

ject you touch upon, his opinions are about in the same tone and just
about as valuable.
Finally, we meet a person who does not pretend to know every-

thing, does not try to tell all he knows, does not burden you with worthless details, is not always calling attention to himself, and is always

cheerful.

We like to talk to such a person and he impresses us deeply.

And long after all the rest are forgotten, his image remains fresh in

our memory.
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A. J. Lamuer, ’17

ESTLED among the blue mountains of Alsace is the village
of Amersbach.

On the outskirts of the little rambling col-

lection of huts stands the house of Anton Fries.

Tumble-

down and dilapidated, it is a proper close to the poor cottages of the village.

Anton had come from France.

That was ten years ago.

La Belle

France was ever his one theme. Often had he been imprisoned for bold
and uncautious words against the Fatherland. Four times had he been
sent to Metz for misdemeanors of this sort. He gloried in his captivity. Always under the lynx eyes of the pompous German officials, he
still went about with a swagger and bravado, offensive to all but a few.
What reasons he had for living on German soil were never divulged.
He had no business connections, no family ties to hold him there. His
past was a mystery, his present an enigma, and his future uncertain.

The momentous days of July, 1914, furnished him new dreams for

the union of Alsace and France. He was seen more frequently at the
tavern where French wines were drunk and French was spoken. His
garden and farm were neglected. The chickens were left to their own
resources in getting food. Then one day he was gone, house locked,
garden locked and the chickens running around free. Over night he
had disappeared. A few wise ones shrugged their shoulders and winked.
Some said the police had taken him prisoner. Down in the little tavern

where French wines and French was spoken, they toasted Anton and
La Belle France.
Beyond the boundary Anton was drilling.

of France.

He wore the red and blue

By his intelligent work he soon became a corporal.

came the news of the fall of Liege.

Then

The next day, he and thousands

of other red-trousered soldiers were herded into freight cars and sent
north. Jammed and crowded, singing and joking they sang the Marseillaise. Showered at the stations with flowers and refreshed by drinks,
on they sped to the north. The spirit of well-nurtured revenge, petted
and coddled, was aflame.
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After a day and a half of riding they entrained. The men marched
on in the glaring sunlight, through rain, along dusty roads, through cool
woods. Day and night they marched. Finally they reached the border,

prepared to resist the invader. They had started to build their trenches,
the ramparts whereby they hoped to stem the tide.

Like a huge breaker they rushed on.

The invaders came.

The first taste Anton had of bat-

tle was a bullet whistling uncomfortably close to his head.

He ducked.

The bullet had already buried itself in the sand far behind him.

‘Stupi-

fied, he watched.
Right from out in the field in front another puff came. He strained
his eyes. All he could see was green waving grass. The next minute
brought a larger puff of smoke, a shell screaming through the air, an
explosion—noise—smoke, dirt and suffocating fumes. When it had all
cleared away, a waving line of green began to move. On it came at
double-quick.

The line became men; the men became guns; the guns,

bayonets; and then came the slaughter.

The French wavered, fled.

Never before had such a thing happened. Here an unseen enemy was
‘upon them, without giving them even a chance to distinguish between
the landscape and the enemy. It took all the morale and nerve from

the red-legged sons of France.
They fled. Yes, they ran, ran as fast as the fleet-footed hare. Their
shadows had difficulty in keeping up with them. The first line of intrenchments was taken, then the second. The rest? Well it can be told
in two words—they ran. Several faint-hearted attempts were made to
resist, but the sight of that grey-green mystery pointing a gun was too
much. Anton’s company went as fast as any other. In the evening
they would halt. The next morning their rear-guard had to beat off
the attack of the advance of the enemy. The marching was trying.
One afternoon the company halted at a farm house for rest and
drink. Weary, exhausted, the men threw themselves in the grateful

shade.

Sweaty bodies, aching limbs, parched throats was the glory of

war. The captain with anxious eyes surveyed the men. He noted the
exhaustion, but the message of the latest scout was more distressing.
His company was one of the last of the long line of disspirited soldiers.

It was his duty to hold back the Germans. A courier galloping along
the road from Mourtier which they had just left, brought news of the
arrival of the German forces in autos and on motorcycles.
“Company, attention!” called the worried captain.

The men moved

slowly.
“Fall in! Forwards! The Germans are at Mourtier.”
That was enough. Trap, tramp, tramp, on they went. In the haste
Anton left his red cap hanging on the fence paling.

He knotted his
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handkerchief, and putting it on his head trudged on.

Two hours after,

a German detachment passed the farm house. The colonel of the 176th
Prussian regiment smiled when he saw the tell-tale hat.
Wearily six miles further down the road another troop tramped.

The men began to waver and reel, but the word “the Germans” proved
to be a powerful stimulant. Anton fell, his knee hurt. His comrade
cut a stick for him to use as a crutch. On they trudged till they came
to the cross-roads at the Navre. One road led to Olier the other to Narvanne. The detachment took the smoother road to Olier. Anton began to reel. In the rear, limping and with dust in his eyes he mechanically tramped along. The staff fell from his nerveless hand in the middle of the road just where the Olier road branches off. Four hours
later the same Prussian colonel smiled when he saw the tell-tale stick.
He ordered the troops along the Olier road.
This Prussian colonel was Otto von Spern, Colonel of the 176th
Prussian Guards, the crack regiment of Danzig. He fingered an envelope containing news from Elsa and the three dear little ones at home.
There arose the image of the chateau at Elsinhar. Quite curiously an-

other image arose before him.

It was Franz.

He thought of Franz.

Years ago the old Baron von Spern died, leaving his fortune to be

equally divided between his only children, the twins Otto and Franz.
Otto at this time was colonel, while Franz who had been sick, was only
a captain. Otto wanted to marry Elsa, but the divided inheritance plus
his meager salary, was insufficient to maintain himself in the manner
suitable and honorable to his station and rank.

One day he received

news of the resignation of Franz, followed by the transfer of his por-

tion of the inheritance to Otto. Then Franz disappeared. Otto had not
even the chance to thank his brother. With such thoughts was the

colonel of the 176th Prussian Guards busy.
The evening sun began to set beyond the village of Olier, which the

French hoped to reach before nightfall.

Just as the sun gilded the last

houses of the’village, the French entered.

They were lodged in the

houses. A good supper, a cold wash and a smoke brought back their
drooping spirits. Anton was lodged in the first house of the village.
The father, whose little children played in the yard, was away fighting
the battles of France. Henri, his little son, climbed Anton’s knee and
pulled his mustache. Anton began to amuse the little chap. Taking a
piece of chalk he drew picture after picture of cows, dogs, sheep, chickens and horses. Henri clapped his hands in delight. Anton drew a
large picture of a crowing rooster on the barn door. Henri was de-

lighted with the drawing. At two o’clock the French began to move
out of Olier. Silently they withdrew. In the cool of the night the
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Coupled with the belief that they had thrown

their pursuers off the track, the soldiers were more light-hearted than
they had been for many a day. Good time was made and by six o'clock
the steeples of Noyon were seen.
At the same time the Germans entered Olier, halted, and had their
breakfast. Colonel von Spern of the 176th noticed the drawing on the
barn door. He twirled his mustache and told the major that they would
rest awhile.
Arrived at Noyon, the French remnant was joined by the reserves
who had been rushed up. ‘Trenches were dug, and it was decided to
make a stand. Noyon was north of Paris, and at the outermost swing
of the advancing German scythe which had cut down all opposition so
far. The stand would be made in order to hold in check the Germans,
while the new English force, just landed, should attack in the rear or
on the flank the German force. The commanding French offiter called

for a volunteer to search out the enemy and find out their strength.
Anton responded with several others. He was chosen. The sentimental colonel embraced him, and in order to impress him with the neces-

sity of finding out something definite about the enemy, told him of the
plans to hold the Germans at bay while the English attacked in the rear
or on the flank.
Into the darkness of the night Anton disappeared.

gun.

He carried no

That was too cumbersome; but an automatic revolver tucked in

his belt was sufficient surety for him. He skirted the road leading to
Olier. Down in the ditch on hands and knees he crawled. The wind
sighed and moaned. All else was silent. Cautiously he neared the lines

of the enemy. He came to a bend in the road. He advanced a few steps
and stood face to face with a German sentry whose glistening bayonet

prodded him rather uncomfortably.

It was useless to resist.

Hardly

had he left the French camp than he was in the German one, but under
different circumstances than had been expected.
He was led through the forest on the right and conducted to a tent.
The few soldiers still awake rubbed their eyes and gazed on their first
red-legged prisoner. Anton asked to see the officer of the guard. In

a short while that officer appeared.
“Well, what have we here?” snapped the officer.
“Sir, I desire to speak to the commanding officer in private,” answered Anton in perfect German.

The officer stared to hear such perfect German from a French prisoner. He called two soldiers and commanded them to lead Anton to
Colonel von Spern.
The colonel was in his tent poring over a war map of France.
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There the brains of this subdivision, of one of the numerous divisions
of the German army, was preparing the coming day’s work. Aroused
from his work by the entry of the orderly, he was told that a French
prisoner just captured desired to speak with him. The wily colonel laid
his automatic on the table in front of himself, commanded the orderly
to lift one side of the tent and station himself out of earshot in the dark
forest, his rifle poised ready for any trick on the part of the prisoner.
Anton was ordered in. Dusty and fatigued he stood before the tall,
well-built figure of the colonel. The latter kept Anton well before the
light and a respectable distance from himself.
“Well?” was the colonel’s introductory.
“Colonel, I am from Noyon. The French are safely entrenched
and heavily reinforced.
Anton paused and waited for some recognition from the Colonel.

The latter was as immovable as marble.
“Go on!” was all he said.
“The French will not attack; they are content to hold you at bay

until the English can attack you in the rear or on the flank.

The Eng-

lish are now at Barbuc in heavy numbers,” Anton continued.
“What makes you tell me this, and how can I prove your honesty ?”
the colonel asked.
“This!” and Anton gave the secret salute and countersign which is

known only to trusted spies of the Fatherland and to the higher officers
of the army and navy.
“It is sufficient,” and the Colonel of the Prussian 176th dropped the
tent curtain, tore out a blank from his dispatch book, wrote in secret

code to headquarters.

Calling in the orderly, he blotted the writing and

bade him to carry it immediately to headquarters.
He raised his eyes to survey the spy. He stared.

sible? “My God! Franz!”

Could it be pos-

The colonel of the 176th threw himself into the arms of his brother.
Both cried, wept and laughed. They both sat down to have a long talk.
“Did you find the cap, stick and drawing, Otto?” was Franz’s first

question.

“Yes; I did. So you were the one who did it,” Otto answered.
He walked to his trunk, took out a bottle of Moselle wine and some

fragrant cigars. The two drank to the Fatherland, smoked their cigars
as men who appreciated a good thing.
“How are Elsa and the children?” Franz asked after having settled

himself comfortably on the trunk, using his brother’s great grey coat

as a cushion.
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“How did you know of them?” Otto asked, as he flicked the ashes
from his cigar.
“Why I kept myself posted about you all the time,” Franz replied.
The two talked on of this and that until their second cigar had been
smoked. “Well I must be going,” Franz said, as he rose and stretched
himself.

“T will show you the way. Say to the French what you think best,”
Otto murmured as he blew out the light and slipped on his great grey
coat.
The two brothers crept quietly through the woods. At its edge they
toasted the Fatherland once more, embraced each other and separated.
“Now go! The guard is not looking this way. Keep to the left
of the gully,’ Otto whispered.
“Remember me to Elsa and to the children,’ Anton called back

quietly. After a few steps he looked back and the breeze murmured his
“Auf wieder sehen.” ‘Then he melted away into the early grey mists of
the morning, back to the uncertain future, among a people against whom
he plotted and whom he hated.
Colonel von Spern, Commander of the 176th Prussian Guards, the

crack regiment of Danzig went back to his tent, among friends who revered and loved him, back to the life of an officer of the Fatherland, honored and respected.’

Those Two Thousand Five Hundred
my]
A. J. Limuer, 717
T WAS one of those dark, dreary, dismal days in March.

The

streets were muddy; an ugly drizzle of rain made life outside
miserable. The night came on before five, and the pale gas lights
flickered ghastly on the wet pavements. In the rear of one of
the best illuminated stores on Halstead Street, an elderly man sat por-

ing over some accounts. He was rather corpulent, and a smart air of
independence about him led one to conclude that he was the senior member of the firm of Johnson & Warton, dealers in hardware. As the
hands of the office clock pointed to five, he arose, stretched himself, and
with a grunt of satisfaction slipped on his raincoat and leisurely surveyed the store. Two customers were making purchases. Warton, the
junior partner, was busy over some accounts, while Burton, the youngest clerk, was busy closing up.
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“I say, Warton, how about that order for Frye & Co.?

Is that off

yet?” asked Johnson as he reached for his hat.
“No, sir; but I'll have it ready in a short time. In fact, I am just
writing it out,” Warton answered, bending over his desk, writing.

Mr. Johnson walked serenely to his partner’s desk, placed on it an
unaddressed envelope and said rather
Wheezer, he’s mighty tight-fisted and
settle up with him myself, but I have
then an automobile horn sounded, and

loudly, “Take this money to old
the bills are due tomorrow. I’d
an appointment at the club. Just
Johnson with a parting reminder

that the matter should receive attention, left and was soon seated com-

fortably in his auto whirling away to the club.

The few customers in the store left.
“IT say, Burton, will you drop this letter for Frye & Co. in the mail

box? I'll have to go straight to Wheezer’s. You will find it on the pad

on my desk.”’
“All right,” called out Burton closing a case of knives. He turned
to get his hat and coat and bumped into a customer whom he had not
noticed before.
“Pardon me. What can I do for you?” Burton asked.
“I'd like to have a screw-driver,” answered the stranger huskily.
After showing him several kinds the stranger bought a small one
and left.

Burton hurried, slipped on his coat, rushed to the desk, picked

up an envelope and was gone. He was ina hurry. There was a pinochle
party at the Elk’s lodge, and he was determined not to be late. Outside he stumbled into his late purchaser.

“Some rotten weather, this.

I hope it clears up soon,” he said in

the hope of starting a conversation.
“Yes, it is rotten, but it is the kind of weather you can expect now.”
Burton replied, as he buttoned his coat.
The two walked down the street to the corner where Burton dropped
the letter in the mail box.

“By the way that letter had no stamp on,” remarked the stranger.
“Oh, well, that is not much to bother about,” answered Burton, for

just then a car came, upon which he hopped.
As soon as the car had started, Gyp, for that was the name of the
gentleman burglar, with whom Burton had been speaking, was figuring
on using the small screw-driver upon a job he had in mind for some
days past. Gyp was hard up and needed some financial backing. However, he changed his mind. Here was something easier and more profitable. He walked to the store and waited for Warton.

In a few minutes Warton appeared, puffing at a fragrant Havana.
He turned up the street, shadowed by Gyp.

Thus the two went ahead,
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Gyp always keeping in the shadows and keeping Warton in view. Now
they came to the quiet residential section. The streets were darkened
by a heavy fog which enshrouded everything in impenetrable gloom and
uncertainty. Gyp crept up closer. Now he was a few steps in the rear
of Warton. At the next tree he was directly in back. A blow, a thud,

a stifled groan, a hurried examination of the pockets and all was over.
Gyp hurried down the street, turned the corner, hopped on a passing car,
transferred to a down-town car and was lost in the city.
In the rear of a saloon he examined his loot. The papers he spread
out on the beer-soaked table and assorted them carefully. The sealed
envelopes he laid carefully for future examination. He glanced around
to see if any one was looking. The coast being clear, he took out the
envelopes and opened one after another. There was one especially which
made his heart leap. It was thick and soft, long and narrow, just the
sort of an envelope you would choose for putting dollar bills and bank
notes in.

He tore this open last, for he wanted to run no chances of

missing any loot at all. He shook the envelope. Out fell the orders for
Frye & Co. Some strong reference to the infernal regions was all he
said.
He left the saloon. Down the street he hurried.
“IT must have forgotten to search his inside coat pocket,” he mut-

tered. In twenty minutes he arrived at the corner of the streets where
he had taken the car. He slowly walked down the street, turned the
corner and looked. The street was deserted, so he dared to go ahead.

Just then he heard the harsh clang of an ambulance. . The next second
it dashed around the corner, down the street, stopped where the unconscious body of Warton had lain. A door opened, aided by the gleam

of light.

Gyp saw how they carried Warton into the ambulance.

“Tt’s all over now,” mused Gyp, as he walked away, making a wry
face. “Gosh but I would like to get that money,” Gyp growled to him-

self as he faded in the gloom.
The next morning as Mr. Johnson sat down to his breakfast, feeling unusually fine and dandy after a night at the club, which by the way
is something out of the ordinary, he picked up his morning paper. He
scanned the headlines. He rubbed his eyes. Sure enough; there were

the names: “Johnson & Warton.
in a critical condition.”

Robbery!” $2,500 Missing!

Warton

“John! John! Hurry. Get the machine ready,” yelled Mr. Johnson as he jumped from the table.
In a few minutes Johnson was speeding down the street. As the
machine neared the corner of Alan and Stirling Streets, Johnson saw

Burton waiting for a car.
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“John, pick up that fellow over there wearing a grey overcoat and
smoking that short pipe,” Johnson feverishly commanded.

The machine drove up to where Burton was standing.
“Get in here, Burton. Now hurry to the hospital, John.”
Burton nearly stumbled and fell, so quickly the machine started.

“Tell me all about it, Burton,” Johnson demanded.
“What?” asked Burton, as he wondered what the trouble could be
that Mr. Johnson should take him in his auto and rush to the hospital.
“Why, the $2,500 are gone. Warton is in the hospital.”
Burton whistled. Immediately the memory of Gyp suggested a clue.

“Last night, I dropped the order on Frye & Co., Warton remained
in the storea little longer. Just before I left, I served a customer, A
long, lean, lank, hungry-looking slouch. I reckon he had something
to do with this.”
Arrived at the hospital, they found out nothing new from Warton.
The poor fellow was in a very low condition. He had received a bad
wound on the head where the cutthroat had hit him. In falling he had
broken several ribs and received internal injuries as well. All that he
could tell was that he was near Wheezer’s house when something hit him
and he fell asleep.
Back to the store they went. Here a curious crowd had gathered.
Several reporters were on the job, writing down the meager facts and
supplementing generous portions of fiction from their own lively imaginations. A few officers kept the crowd in order. When they saw that
there was nothing doing, the crowd scattered, leaving the officers free.
Mr. Johnson fumed and fretted.
“Confound it! If I had only tended to the matter myself,” he muttered as he paced up and down.
After awhile a gentleman entered. He spoke to Johnson for a short
time. Then he interviewed Burton for some time. He left, leaving behind him an air of mystery and a faint ray of hope.
That day there was little work done by Mr. Johnson. He took no
interest in anything. At dinner time he went out for a long walk. He

returned at two o'clock looking worried and depressed.

reminded him of those two thousand, five hundred.
his watch, he was sure to see the figure, two and five.

Everything

If he looked at
If he looked at

the calendar, the twenty-fifth date was sure to stare him in the face.

If

he looked out of ,the window, he was sure to see either a two or a five

on every car.

in an instant.

Every telephone call was sure to bring him to his feet

At four he left.

Straight to the police station he went.

No results were obtained from the workings of the officers of the law:

Wearily he walked home.

Life had lost its charms for him. He bought
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a newspaper from a newsboy. He looked for the account of his misfortune. He was angry that they put so little in. They did not appreciate his loss.
When he came homeaslight supper was all he took. The rest of
the evening was spent in an armchair before the fire, the telephone handy
at his elbow ready for any call. He lit a heavy Havana, in keeping with
his heavy thoughts and gloomy forebodings. He dozed away uneasily.
A heavy weight fell upon him. Robbers were pressing him to the
ground. He struggled. He awoke with a start. The fire burned with
a ruddy glare. He walked around the room, savagely biting at the
stub of his cigar. At ten o’clock no message having come from the police headquarters, he called. All that he received as an answer was that
the department would do all in its power to catch the criminal. He went
to bed, but not to rest.

He tossed around, troubled and feverish.

He

awoke from his troubled sleep at least ten times. At half-past four he
arose and went downstairs.
That morning he was a bear. The clerks avoided him; he growled
and muttered to himself all the morning. About nine o’clock the morning mail arrived. It lay on the desk untouched till eleven. He had no
interest in his work. About eleven it dawned upon him htat his actions
were foolish to say the least. There was no use crying over spilt milk.
He needed some distraction from his worry, so he sat down to examine
the mail.
There were letters from various firms containing advertising literature. Listlessly he opened one after another. He did not even take the
trouble to look at the envelopes to see from whom the letter came. He
cut the edges, shook out the contents and invariably shoved them into
the paper basket. He picked up a long narrow envelope. It was thick
and soft. Mechanically he cut the edge and shook out the contents. He
fairly started from his chair; his eyes bulged. There before him lay
a heap of bills, tens, twenty-fives, fifties and hundreds.

Yes they were

real! He was not dreaming! He picked them up; he fondled them; yes,
he even kissed them. Nervously he fingered the envelope to see who
had returned his lost money. He turned it over. It was unstamped. In
the upper left-hand corner, he read the words:

If not Delivered in Five Days Return to
JOHNSON & WARTON,

No. 352 Halstead Street, Chicago, Il.
On the face of the envelope he read the words, stenciled in heavy blue,

“Return to the above.””

Then Johnson sighed and smiled.
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Spring

With the advent of warm weather nature emerges from her

winter home; throws off the sombre solitude of dreary
months and bursts forth in all her glorious beauty. Pent up streams
are once more set free, buds appear on barren limbs, birds return
from their sunny clime and foliage appears in abundance.
Nature has been held captive for several months but now seeks
the open. Does this not offer a suggestion to us? Would it not be
a good idea if we did the same? During the winter months many of

us spend practically all of our time indoors.
in the open air no more than necessary.

Some of us were out

Now is the time to make

up for our long period of enclosure. These are glorious days—bright
sunlight, balmy air, delightful breezes.

All nature combines to make

a day in the field or along a stream a day of real joy as well as one
of needed recreation. What is more delightful and exhilarating than
to spend a day fishing along some placid stream or to tramp through

a quiet woodland? If you have never done it before, try it. It will
do you good; you will enjoy it. And when you come home in the
evening tired out, yet refreshed, you will eagerly anticipate another
such day.
Confidence

An old saying has it that confidence is half of the battle. This is just about correct. While confidence is

not only requisite for success; yet no man ever succeeded who had
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no confidence in himself. Throughout history all great men were
persons who had confidence in their own ability. If they had not,
they would never have attempted anything out of the ordinary, in
which case they would never have become great. When, during the
French Revolution Napoleon was asked if he could clear the streets
of Paris, he answered that he never undertook anything he did not
accomplish. It was confidence in his own ability that enabled him
to answer thus, and incidently pave the way to his future power and

glory.

If confidence were the keynote to the success of others it will

be the same for us. If we undertake anything, confident that we
can accomplish it, we will probably succeed. If on the other hand
our undertakings are prefaced, with a foregone conclusion that we

will fail, then our chances for success are very slim?

‘Therefore in

whatever we undertake let us have confidence in ourself. If we have
confidence in ourself, then others will have confidence in us—which
is about the whole secret of success.
The State

At the election last fall the eyes of the nation were

Administration

on

Ohio.

The

administration,

completing

two

years’ tenure of office, and running on its record
during those two years, was seeking re-election. During this time
there were passed upward of fifty important laws, not to say anything
of the large number of minor ones. Some of these laws attracted
nation-wide attention, and placed Ohio in the front rank in the mat-

ter of enacting humanitarian and progressive legislation. These laws
marked the beginning of a new idea in the function of state government. The idea was that the state should be of more usefulness,
and should look after the interests of the people more than formerly.
Then came the election, the result of which surprised many persons. The dictum of Lincoln: “never swap horses in the middle of

a stream,” was disregarded.

The administration was defeated.

it was not a vote of repudiation.

But

By injecting religious bigotry into

the campaign; by working the wet and dry factions both ways; by
a campaign of misrepresentation of facts; and by a skilfully executed
political deal at the eleventh hour, the defeat of the administration
was accomplished by a small margin.
The present administration has been in office now three months,
and have done practically nothing? Nor they give any evidence of

intending to do anything of importance.

Although the tendency of

executives today is to direct the legislature and see that the will of

the people is carried out, yet the present Governor steadfastly refuses
to have anything to do with the legislature. During the campaign
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the present office-holders violently attacked several important laws,
but now that they are in office they are afraid to touch them. They
have found out that the people will not stand for any interference
with the successful operation of those laws.
Taking up the reins of government, from an administration that
set an unusually high example of constructive statesmanship, we
would expect that the present incumbents would do all in their power
to continue the work, or better yet, to improve upon it. But they

have done just the opposite. It is evident that the people now see
their mistake. They are determined that if the present administration will not continue the good work, they will at least not be allowed to undo any of the work of the past two years. And it seems
reasonably certain to believe that when the present regime is called
upon to render an account of their stewardship, and if they are unable to convince the people that they have done their best to continue the policy of the past two years, they will be replaced by men
who will.

CHARLOTTE CORDAY
Behind the bars’. That sweet, pathetic face
Doth haunt me ever. Those appealing eyes,
So like a frightened fawn’s, in sad surprise

To find herself in such a dismal place!
The delicate hand has just begun to trace
Some farewell lines to loved ones far away;
But Feeling, long suppressed, asserts her sway,

Yet softened and subdued with saintly grace.

Ah, Life!—Love!—Liberty! ye are strong
In hearts within their budding prime,

When heaven and earth are lit with poesy!—
Be patient, dear! Thou shalt not suffer long;
Bear bravely up in this thy trial-time,
Till God’s bright messenger shall set thee free! ;
—__—__—_— 15.

Alumni Notes
Easter
Home-coming

The “Midwinter Meeting” of 1914 proved to be a

decided success. The Arrangements Committee of
the Board of Governors planned to do thingsa little different this year, and under the guidance of their old leader,
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Louis E. Moosbrugger, ’00, sprung the wrinkle of an “Easter Homecoming.”’ As we go to press we feel confident that it will be one big
success.

‘The following letter, a copy of which was sent out to all

Dayton alumni of the college, tells the story:
ALUMNI ASSOCIATION OF ST. MARY’S COLLEGE.
Dayton, Ohio, March 29, 1915.
Dear Alumnus:
The Alumni Association of St. Mary’s College takes pleasure in
informing you that arrangements have been made for an “Easter
Home-coming” of the Alumni and Old Boys to be held at St. Mary’s

College, Tuesday, April 6th.
We extend you a most cordial welcome to attend.

We want

you to meet the Alumni and Old Boys of S. M. C. at Alma Mater
where good fellowship will reign throughout the afternoon and evening. The Senior Clubroom with its pool tables, card tables and bowling alleys will be at your disposal from three o’clock in the afternoon
and throughout the evening. Supper will be served at six-thirty, and
a Dutch Lunch all evening, with something brewing all the time.

We want you to be there for supper, to be out before supper if possible. Remember, we will keep open until you come, so drop out
after supper any time if business prevents you from coming sooner.
Kindly fill out the enclosed card and mail it as early as possible.
Do it now! Join the crowd and be a jolly good fellow. We want
you and your class to loom up strong Tuesday, April 6th, at the

“Easter Home-coming” at S. M. C.
Very sincerely yours,
Louis E. Moosspruccer, ’00, Chairman,
RicHarp P. BURKHARDT, ’88,
Cari CAPPEL, 03.
P. $—You may invite any of your old college friends to attend.
It is impossible for us to invite personally the hundreds of Dayton
former students. Help us to swell the crowd.
“Some”

System

The following letter, a copy of which was mailed to every

committeeman, spells success for the “Easter Homecoming”:
Dayton, Ohio, March 25, 1915.

Dear Alumnus:
We kindly request you as a committeeman for the “Easter
Home-coming” at S. M. C., Tuesday, April 6th, to get in touch with

the chairman of your committee and co-operate with him to make
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this event a big success. Especially do we want you to boost “Faster
Home-coming” among your friends, and to give us your support by
your personal attendance.
The following are the committees:
Bowling, Pool; Cards—Harry B. Solimano, Chairman; Walter

Connors, Alphonse H. Mahrt.
Music and Entertainment—Harry Finke, Chairman; Victor C.
Smith, Edward A. Moritz.

Cigars—Louis E. Moosbrugger, Chairman; C. J. Ferneding,
Chas. Schaeffer.
Menu—R. P. Burkhardt, Chairman; Dr. Gustave Hochwalt, Carl
ee Scherer.
Finance—Harry Cappel, Chairman; Al. J. Ward, William Pflaum,

Edward Cowan.
Ways and Means—Brother Wm.. Wohlleben, Chairman; Harry

Cappel, F. J. McCormick.
We feel confident that with the co-operation of the foregoing
committees the “Easter Home-coming” will surpass our expectations.
The accompanying letter gives details of the big time you can expect.

Sincerely yours,
Louis FE. Moosspruccer, 00, Chairman,

Ricuarp P. BURKHARDT, ’88,
Cart CApPPEL, ’03.

New
Members

The May number of The Exponent will carry an interesting story of new members added to the roster of the

Alumni Association. The Membership Committee of
the Alumni Association, composed of J. Clarence Hochwalt, ’06,
Chairman; Francis C. Canny, 09, and Rev. Bernard P. O’Reilly,

S. M., have been busy and accomplished results under the articles of
the new constitution. We can say this much at the present writing: the newly admitted members will reflect credit on Alma Mater
and be active for the interests of the association and the college.
NUGGETS
Barry S.
Murphy

Barry S. Murphy, well known to everybody in Dayton
whether graduates of S. M. C. or just plain citizens,
recently submitted to an interview of the Journal scribe

for the department of “Secrets of Success by Men Who Have Found
Them.” Barry is a genial soul; Joseph Murphy, ’02, his young
brother, is of the same calibre. Barry can tell stories that will help
you digest a big banquet; Joe can sing such alluring songs that you
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will want to stay up forever. But here’s what Barry has to say on
the subject of the legal profession and the study of law. S. M. C.

has so many young lawyers that the article should prove interesting;
and S$. M. C. has so many studying law or contemplating the study
of it that the article should prove timely.

“To be successful in any walk of life a person must naturally be
of a broad mind, endowed with the spirit of liberality and supported

by absolute integrity.

It is then that he can always believe his fel-

lowman’s intentions are good and purposes honest, although, according to his own ideas, misdirected. It is then that he, free as he is
_of bias and narrowness, can figure out why his neighbors’ ideas are

lame or wrong, and, by proper influences brought to bear, rectify or
change their entire future. His mind is optimistic, because he can
always see a good side to every situation, which he tries to bring
forth. Such a man realizes that other people may be as bright as, if
not brighter, than he, and that their opinions and doings are worthy
of notice. Such a man is aware, therefore, that he must minimize all

chances of mistake or error in judgment and conduct.

His applica-

tion by reason thereof is stronger in thought, longer in action and
greater in investigation. Having the foregoing qualities and habits,

he unconsciously builds up within himself a zone of justness and
honor thaf causes him to be fearless, gives his friends pleasure and
induces the confidence and trust of the public.
“You ask, ‘How to Study Law?’ Well, this may depend upon
the individual. By starting with the character of mind and habits
above, he will be sustained in his efforts by good common sense, and

that is the nucleus of common law. A good education in all that it
means should never be neglected, for then the breadth and enlightenment of his intellect is further enhanced. This he will always find
well in hand, for in the practice of law one meets continually not

only that of his profession, but the greatest intelligence of all lines
of endeavor, past and present.

With the proper preliminary educa-

tion, a law school course should follow if at all possible.
“Not only time is thus gained, but the brighter minds of older
persons—professors trained in their various subjects—lift him over

many difficult places, that to discover or unravel otherwise might,
if left to his own resources, keep him burning midnight oil for months.
But if without means wherewith to live and with obstacles of other
kinds continually staring him in the face, the young man can never

do himself full justice and may lose courage entirely.
gone, he can never succeed.

With this

“Now, to read law in another lawyer’s office is, ordinarily, waste
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of time so far as any assistance is concerned. Sometimes, however,
where means are wanting, it is possible to get in a lawyer’s office on
a salary sufficient to keep the wolf from the door, but this again

necessitates midnight oil, and a long time. It were better for a young
man with proper education, high school course at least, where his
assistance is not needed at home, to work his way through law school,
if possible. But above all, if he starts in the law as a profession, he

must make up his mind that the longer he practices, after being admitted to the bar, the longer he will have to study. The preliminary
courses to admission are child’s play to the amount of study he after-

wards must go through.

And the older he grows in the practice the

less law he will find he knows.
“Let no one undertake it if he expects to live by it and take

things easy. And let him not forget that the conscientious lawyer
often takes his client's troubles home to dream over, with eyes open,
however, just because he is afraid of making a mistake or not know-

ing how or what to advise. He always is aware that the other lawyer
will find something weak or overlooked, and he dare not leave any
loopholes, for, if he does, his client is gone (and that means two
ways). Education in business methods is a great asset.

“The lawyers of today who make money do so by keeping clients
out of, not in court. No cases now, as of yore, for satisfaction. It
is dollars and cents to the client, and if the latter, in his excitement,

loses his business sense, the lawyer is the one to resurrect it for him.
That is what lawyers are paid for in the business world of today.
“There is always room for a good lawyer of the type of manhood mentioned.”
Harry

“Jerry” Connors, ’05, sporting editor of the Dayton

Solimano, ’07.

Daily News, gave Harry a big illustrated write-up.
Here’s the story:
“There may have been some better basket ball players in this

city than Harry Solimano, but all most of us would want would be
a team of “Sollys” and we wouldn’t be afraid to tackle any outfit in
the game for the world’s championship. And we wouldn’t want to
hire any coach for this aggregation, either, for Harry is just as clever
at the teaching end of the game, as he is at playing, which is saying

sufficient and then some.
“Solimano has been identified with basketball ever since the game
became a popular pastime in this city. Like so many of the other
stars of this city he got his start in the game out at St. Mary’s College.

He was a substitute on the famous 1906-07 quintet of Saints
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and many believed at that time he was a better player than some of
the regulars, but that is neither here nor there. ‘Solly’ was a real

youngster at that time and picking up the fine points with every practice, but it would have taken some wonderful work to have displaced
Billy Pflaum, Bill Hilgerink, Bill Maloney, Schoen or Rosenbach,
who made up the championship aggregation.
“It was in the early days of the old Turner five, when Harry
came into his own, and since then he has ranked in the first row of

basket ball brilliants. That was some team they had out at the Commercial Street gym. at the time, when the pill tossing sport was at

the height of its popularity as Charley Whalen, Frank Martin, Solimano, Carl Scheible, Ben Ooley, Roth and others were then going
at the top of their form and any time they were in the game the
other fellows knew there was a battle on tap. And, for the other
basket ball players of the city it can be said there were two other
clubs at that time, which could give the Turners just about as much
as the latter wished. These were the Knights of St. George and
Varsity club fives, when such stars as Billy Pflaum, Ted and Pete
Hughes, Jule Tafel, Clarence Kramer, Eddie Graef, Eddie Hanbuch
and others were stepping along at a record breaking pace. Every
time two of these three clubs got into action you could count on a

packed house and a thrilling encounter.

For the Turners it can be

said they more than held their own and with all respect for the fine
qualities of the other players, one has to admit Solimano was a big

factor in the success of the Commercial Street five.
“Later on the Dayton Gymnastic club got into the running with
a rattling god bunch including some of the old St. George players,

Pflaum, Valentine and Hanbuch and Bill Hilgerink, the former St.
Mary’s star. Here again the Turners were forced to go the limit
to retain their honors and again Solimano delivered the goods.

“After these big days in local basket ball “Solly” hooked up with
the Olt’s Superba-Turners and later joined the St. Mary’s Cadets

with which team he is still connected.

In recent years he has spent

most of his time coaching other fives and his work with the players

at St. Mary’s will always be remembered by the followers of that
college.
“No better basket ball player ever performed in this city. Though
he played guard on his team, he was really as much of a forward

and the opposing forward always had to guard him.

He could shoot

baskets from any angle and was one of the coolest and most deliberate players ever seen on a court. No matter how many men were

guarding him he could be depended upon to pass the ball just about
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as he pleased and his individual work was always a feature of every
contest.

An injured knee received several years ago has handicapped

him in late years, but he can still go in and show most of them how
to play any old position on the team.
“As stated before there may have been some better basket ball
players in this neck of the woods, but one can’t recall them at this
time.”

Harry
O’Leary, 14

The following, taken from the Dayton Daily News,
tells of an interesting experience of Harry O’Leary
who is making good in the ranks of court stenographers. Leo Fox, 10, is another of S. M. C.’s stenos. He is located at
Elkhart, Ind.

“Locked up in the dark and hollow-sounding corridors of the
County Court House at Cincinnati, was the embarrassing predicament in which Harry O’Leary, stenographer for the Court of Appeals
of this district, found himself a few days ago. The stenographer was
in Cincinnati where Judges H. L. Ferneding, J. I. Allread and A. J.

Kunkle, of the local Court of Appeals, were assisting in the clearing
up of the court docket in the Queen City.
“One night O’Leary wished to clean up his own work and transcribe all notes taken during the day’s session, so he banged and
hammered away at his typewriter until night began to slip into day.
“When he finished and put out the light, he found himself alone
and all exits locked. Finding it impossible to worm his way among

the labyrinth of halls O’Leary went to a ’phone and called up the
Western Union. He had this institution send a messenger boy to the
Court House watchman and advise him that the stenographer was

locked in the building.

The watchman led O’Leary to the lights of

the streets.”

Joseph
Clemens, 99

The following clipping tells of the illness of Joseph
Clemens, 99. He was a most devoted secretary of
the Montgomery Federation of Catholic Societies.
As a layman he showed a degree of devotedness towards Catholic
interests that would do honor to the loyalty of the priesthood. Would

that there were many more of the type of our loyal alumnus.
Francis C. Canny, ’09, succeeds Joseph Clemens. We feel confident that the retiring secretary is pleased with his successor.
“Joseph W. Clements, for several years secretary of the Montgomery County Federation of Catholic Societies, will tender his
resignation at the regular monthly meeting of the federation to be
held Monday evening, April 12th, at St. Mary’s College. Illness,
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which has confined him to his home on Dutoit Street for’ several

weeks, is given as the cause of his retirement. Francis M. Canny,
a young attorney of this city, is prominently mentioned as his successor.”
Oswald
Bonholzer, 713.

Oswald Bonholzer, formerly connected with the
J. B. Moos Co., wholesale and retail tobacco deal-

ers, recently accepted a position with the Algonquin Hotel. He is now the man behind the counter catering to the
high-class appreciation of aromatic weeds of the best of transient
trade throughout the country that deigns to stay a while in Dayton.
We feel confident that our young alumnus will make good in his new

position as he possesses the requisites necessary for a young man
today,—devotedness to authority and stick-to-it-iveness for business.
Harry F.

As we go to press we received the following announce-

Cappel, 96

ment:

“Doctor William Thomas Jackman announces

the marriage of his daughter Margaret Ruth to Mr.

Harry Frederick Cappel, on Wednesday, the thirty-first of March,
nineteen hundred and fifteen. Cleveland.”
In the May issue of The Exponent we will give details. Ask
Harry who sent the first telegram of congratulations. There is a
good story back of it.

In Memoriam

The President, Faculty and Student Body of the

College, wish to extend their heartfelt sympathy to
Harold Piatt on the occasion of the death of his father, Donn A. Piatt,
which occurred March 27th at the Piatt residence, Mac-a-cheek, Lo-

gan County, Ohio.

|

Mr. Piatt was a former student of St. Mary’s College, having
attended St. Mary’s in the early eighties. He served as an officer in
the Spanish-American War, winning the praise of his superior off-

cers.

Last January, whilst returning from the West over the Great

Northern Railway, he contracted a severe cold, which developed into

pneumonia.

Mr. Piatt had the consolation of receiving all the sacra-

ments of the Church. Rev. Father Sourd, pastor of St. Patrick’s
Church, Bellefontaine, who was also a former student of the College,
conducted the funeral service at Chateau Piatt, and the interment
took place at the Piatt cemetery. R. I. P.
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College Notes
EDWARD STUHLMUELLER, 717
HIGHEST HONORS FOR FEBRUARY
College Department
Senior Arts—Clarence Schmitt, ’87; Frank Culley, ’87.
Senior Engineering (Ch. E.)—Lawrence Strattner, 95; Leon Anderson, 91.

Senior Engineering (E. E.)—Clement Yamashiro, 94; Orville Wunderlich, 93.
Junior Engineering—Arthur Zimmerman, 91; Ralph Wirshing, 87.
Sophomore Arts—Raphael Sourd, 93; William Reith, 92.
Sophomore Engineering—Joseph Windbiel, 93; John A. Krusling, 90.
Freshman Arts—Lawrence Montanus, 93; George Kinstle, 92.

Freshman Engineering—Joseph Kuhn, 93; John Crowley, 90.

High School Department
Fourth High—Joseph Schaefer, 96; Earl Miller, 92.
Third High-A—Carroll Hochwalt, 94; Wilbur Yackley, 93.
Third High-B—Emil Kessler, 95; William Brennan, 88.
Second High-A—Henry Weinert, 95; Ivo Stelzer, 94.
Second High-B—John McCarthy, 95; Wm. Kennedy, 95; Joseph Staub, 94.
First High-A—Herbert Abel, 96; Jos. Mueller, 93; Robert Maley, 93.
First High-B—Clarence Niekamp, 91; Edward Long, 89; George Kirby, 89.
First High-C—Richard Deger, 91; Frank Elardo, 90.

Business Department
Second Business—Edward Menninger, 94; Robert Rau, 93.
First Business—

Elementary Department
Eighth Grade-A—Raymond Helmig, 90; George Liszak, 90.
Eighth Grade-B—Edward Schneider, 93; Felix Fillipowitz, 92.
Seventh Grade—Matthias Mackmull, 94; Anthony Michiewics, 93.

Sixth Grade—John Riggs, 91; Leonard Whelan, 89.
Altar Fund
100 Pointers

In the May issue of The Exponent we will give the readers
of the magazine the names of those classes, all of whose
members have contributed towards the Altar Fund.

the month of March the following students have solicited $5 or more:
High-A—Clarence

Youngerman;

First

High-B—Irvin

Ostendorf;

During

First
Second

High-A—Ralph Busch; ‘Second High-B—Edward Busch; Third High-A—
Matthew Cahill; Third High-B—Joseph Cobey, Emil Kessler; Junior Engineering—John Kline.
Dr. James
Hedley

St. Mary’s Lyceum Lecture and Entertainment Course was
brought to a successful close on March 8th. Dr. James Hedley,
a pioneer on the Lyceum platform of America, gave his lecture,

THE S. M. I. EXPONENT

191

“The Sunny Side of Life.” It is a great heart theme. His words seem to
touch the heartstrings of humanity and make them resound with the true tone
of happiness.
Next Season’s
Course

The course for next season is already an assured thing.
Seven numbers will compose the course which the local management believes is the most representative and entertaining talent offered the patrons of the course since the inauguration of the lecture courses at St. Mary’s. The talent is composed of the following prominent men: Joseph O’Meara, Robert Parker Miles, Sidney Landon, Tom Hendricks, Wood Briggs, Noah Beilharz, and The Dunbar Quartette and Bell

Ringers.

Messrs. O’Meara, Miles, Landon, Beilharz are return dates of the

choicest talent these past years; The Dunbars are of national reputation; and

Messrs. Hendricks and Briggs are highly recommended and guaranteed by
the Coit Lyceum Bureau.
Holy Name
Rally

The Annual Holy Name Rally was held in the College hall,
Monday, March 15. The Hon. John C. Shea, assistant-attorney
of the City of Dayton, was the principal speaker. His topic
was “Character.” He emphasized the need of good moral principles. Carl
Ryan, 16, gave the history of the foundation of the Holy Name Society.
Clarence Schmitt, 15, read an excellent paper on the worth of the society.
Both papers are published in the early part of this number of The Exponent.
Brother Thomas Mooney paid a splendid tribute to past demonstrations of
the Holy Name Societies, and a special tribute to the president of the College, Rev. Bernard P. OReilly, for being the first in the city of Dayton
to establish branch societies, and to further the interests of the work by

organizing branches throughout the city and vicinity.
Third
High-A

Third High-A had the pleasure of hearing an interesting lecture on “Switzerland” by Brother William Beck. He dwelt at
length on the cities and mountains around Lake Geneva, with special emphasis on the historical and literary significance of the Castle of Chillon. The lecture was made doubly interesting by opaque projections of views
of Switzerland.
The Brownson Literary Club celebrated St. Patrick’s Day in a fitting

manner.
R. Jamieson and J. Dwyer, the class artists, decorated the classroom with drawings characteristic of the day. Brother John Gunzelman and

Brother Thomas Mooney honored the meeting with their presence. The following program was carried out: “What is a Genius?” Collins; Class History, R. Pamieson; “National Ideals,’ G. Hochwalt; “The Irish People,” F.
Laffey; “The Bells of Shannon,” W. Boesch; “The Young Man-and Success,”
J. Hanahan; “Caught in the Quicksand,” J. Rieder; “A Hero,” J. Kienhoefer;

“Thomas Moore,” W. Archer; “Catholic Thought in English Literature,”
C. Deger; “Advantages of Being Irish,” J. Dwyer; “Ask Mamma,” F. Ligday;
“Daniel O’Connell,” J. Finan.

Second

The Lecture Course on

High

Egypt, Greece and Rome was brought to a happy close March

26th.
ern

Italy—Genoa,

Pompeii.

Ancient History in

Second

High on

The last lecture was accompanied by slides showing ModPisa,

Milan and Venice, as well

as Ancient Rome and

Views of Carthage, taken while Mr. John H. Patterson was tour-
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ing abroad some years ago, were shown. The Second High classes take this
opportunity to express their thanks to the National Cash Register Company,
and its president, Mr. John Patterson, for their generosity in loaning Second
High the many interesting slides.
Longfellow
Circle

The Longfellow Literary Circle held their monthly meeting
March 29th. It was distinctly unique. There were contests
in public speaking, debating, and general composition. The
winners in the contests were J. McCarthy in poetry, C. Lause in extempore
speaking, F. Hook and J. McCarthy in essay writing, and Ralph Busch as

the leading debater in “Resolved, that aeroplanes have caused more damage

in the European War than submarines.” Marked interest is being taken in
the meetings of the Circle and greater ability is being displayed as the year
rolls on.

First
High-C

The officers of the Class Association, showed considerable ingenuity in the St. Patrick’s Day celebration. Essays on Irish
literature, customs, heroes and saints were read. The reading of
selections from Irish authors was well rendered. The musical talent in the
class treated the boys to several Irish melodies. The sincere and practical
words of Brother Thomas Mooney were well appreciated by the boys.

Plans

are being made for an Easter celebration.
Third

The Third Division featured their specialties in diversion with

Division

excursion trips to Police Headquarters, Rike-Kumler Company,
Dayton Biscuit Company and with a lecture on “Travel.”
Sergeant Wilcox explained in detail the methods of communication with

the police and headquarters, special calls, and the Bertillon methods of iden-

tifying criminals by photos, measurements and finger-prints
At Rike-Kumler’s, the students were shown throughout every department of the interesting
store. Mr. Kumler himself gave an interesting history of the birth and growth
of the company, and treated the Division to a lunch of ice cream and cake.
The Dayton Biscuit Company proved to be another popular place to visit
for another treat of cakes was the order of the day. The manufacture of
cakes and crackers and the shipping of them, were the interesting features.

The fourth diversion was a most interesting lecture on “Travel” by Brother
M. Grandy. Beautiful slides depicting the modes of travel in the air, on land
and sea were featured.
The Third Division thanks its benefactors through The Exponent.
Fourth
Division

During the early part of the month the Minims visited the Maxwell Motor Car Company works. Here many of the interesting
features of the auto manufacture proved highly instructive. Later

in the month they visited the News and Journal printing establishments.

In

these places the activity accompanying the publishing of a modern daily was
witnessed with keen interest. In the following Sunday edition the Journal
said:

“St. Mary’s may well feel proud of its Minims and their organizer, for

the energy, grit and enthusiasm they display in all their doings cannot but
lead to good results.”
One Sunday afternoon the lads walked to the Patterson Log Cabin. Here
the keeper, a venerable old man, proved himself an able entertainer, for he

related incidents and stories in which real, live Indians figured and in which
he himself took an active part.
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Roller skating, an exercise as invigorating as it is popular, has been lately
introduced into the division. A number of skates were purchased and now
the youngsters may be’seen skating on the many sidewalks which surround
the various buildings.
’
Easter decorations in the study hall were of a new and novel order and

excited the interest and admiration of students and faculty. The Fourth
Division has set the pace and the others are hopping “some” to create interest and pleasure that the Minims monopolized the early months of the year.

Music
Department

On Sunday evening, March 14th, the music pupils of St.
Mary’s entertained their friends and relatives with an ‘“evening of melody.”

Violin students of Bro. Louis Vogt, piano

students of Mr. Louis Kelly, and the members of the Beginners and Student
Orchestras participated. The following was the program: “On the Wing”
(Wheeler), Beginners and Student Orchestras; “Lotus Petals” (Meredith),
Piano, Thomas Kehoe; “The Old Oaken Bucket” (Saenger), Violin Fantasia,

Albert Hodapp; “In Poppyland” (Albers), Piano, A. J. Genard; “In the Alps”
(Logan), Violin, Raymond Westbrock; “Martha,’ Fantasie Brillante (Smith),
Piano, Cletus Zofkie; “Gliding Along” (Greenwald), Violin Ensemble; Bal-

let Music (Dancla), Violin, Robert Schroer; “Swing Waltz’ (Lewis), Violin,
Louis Wittman; “Caprice Gavotte” (Fischel) and ‘“Kuiawiak” (Wieniawski),
Violin,

Herman

Wittman; “Graduation

March”

(Greenwald),

Violin

Duet,

Louis and Herman Wittman; “Pauline Waltz” (Allen), Student Orchestra;
“In the Moonlight” (Bubna), and “From the Long Ago” (Andrus), Piano,
Louis Swain; “Serenade” (Fleissner), Clarinet, Clarence Goldcamp; “Concerto
No. 1” (Sietz), Violin, Edwin Moosbrugger; “Hungarian Rapsodie Mignonne”
(Koelling) and “Polish Dance” (Scharwenka), Piano, Frank Dugan; “My
Daintiest Dainty” (Evans), Cornet, Thomas Sunshine, Orchestra accompaniment; “Sixth Air Varie” (De Beriot), Violin, Joseph Moosbrugger; “Klythia”
(Bennett), Xylophone, Louis Swain; “Boccacio March” (Suppe), Student Or-

chestra. The “hits” of the evening were the Xylophone encores “Wearin’
of the Green” and “All Praise to St. Patrick.” The affair was enjoyable and
successful throughout and we hope to have another musical “treat” in the

near future.

Athletic Notes
(=)
VARSITY BASKET BALL
RAPHAEL Sourp, 716

St. Mary’s 30
vs.
Heidelberg 18

By defeating the fast Heidelberg quintet St. Mary’s athletes capped their home season in splendid fashion. A
somewhat changed line-up represented St. Mary’s in the
first half, with the result that the visitors led 15-9.

Mahrt then sent in his regular line-up in the second half.

Coach

The change worked

well and the visitors were completely outclassed.
Our athletes took fresh
courage and dropped them in from all corners. The score was quickly tied

and from then on St. Mary’s was never headed.

The Saints’ guarding in this
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half was almost air-tight, for the visitors squeezed only one basket from
the floor.
Otto Krusling showed his best form, caging ten baskets and thus making two-thirds of his team’s points. The entrance of Al Krusling into the
fray seemed to inspire confidence in his comrades, for they then showed their
true colors. Capt. Sherry and his working partner, Broadstone, again showed
their high class by air-tight guarding. Summary:
St. Mary’s—Hochwalt, Barlow, L. F.; O. Krusling, Rabbitt, R. F.; A.

Krusling, O. Krusling, Haile, C.; Broadstone, L. G.; Sherry (Capt.), R. G.
Heidelberg—Smith, Ankeny, Bitikofer, L. F.; Vernier, R. F.; Stinchcomb,

Coenen .1,.-G.; Andreas. R“iG.
Field Goals—St. Mary’s:

O. Krusling 10, Sherry 3, Broadstone.

berg: Stinchcomb 3, Andreas 2, Vernier, Smith.
Smith 4. Referee—Pflaum.

Heidel-

Foul Goals—Hochwalt 2;

St. Mary’s 22

On the evening of March 10, the Saints closed their sea-

vs.
Xenia Federals 24

son by losing to the Xenia Federals on the latter’s floor.
The entire game was closely contested. Clean shots kept
our boys in the running, while those of the sensational

variety upheld the score of their opponents.

The score at the close of the

initial period was 14-10 with Xenia leading. The Saints soon tied the score,
and the teams scored evenly until a few moments before the final whistle,

when Shadrach won the game bya sensational shot.
Hochwalt was the main works for the Saints, shooting five baskets and

four fouls. Summary:
St. Marys—O. Krusling, Barlow, R. F.; Hochwalt, L. F.; A. Krusling,
C.; Sherry (Capt.), R. G.;. Broadstone, L. G.
Federals—McClellan, R. F.; Shadrach, L. F.; Baldner, C.; Hunter, Whit-

tington, R. G.; Belden, L. G.
Field Goals—St. Mary’s: Hochwalt 5, O. Krusling 2, A. Krusling, Barlow.
Xenia:
Baldner 3, Shadrach 2, Belden 2,
Goals—Hochwalt 4; Baldner 6. Referee—Pflaum.

Hunter,

McClellan.

Foul

VARSITY BASKET BALL REVIEW
While the basket ball season of 1914-1915 was not so prosperous in point
of victories as in former years, Al-Mahrt certainly can feel proud of the speedy
sguad he has developed for his Alma Mater. The team and pass work of
the Saints was seldom excelled by their opponents, but the lightness of the
athletes proved the only serious drawback, especially against Ohio State,
and Denison, the State Champions.

The squad composed of Capt. Sherry, Al and Otto Krusling, R. Broadstone, N. Hochwalt, H. Haile, V. Barlow and M. Rabbitt, has the following
record:

vs.
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vs. Xenia Bradys
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The Saints scored 221 points against their opponents’ 196 points. The
individual records in number of points are as follows: O. Krusling, 70; N.
Hochwalt, 64; M. Rabbitt, 27; W. Sherry (Capt.), 22; A. Krusling, 18; R.
Broadstone, 10; V. Barlow, 8.

ST. MARY’S CADETS
Cadets 48
vs.

The first half of the fray was a runaway for the Cadets,
but their opponents came fo life in the second half and

Tippecanoe 25

there was a real battle in progress until the final whistle.
Hugo Sacksteder was the chief point annexer, having nine

field goals to his credit.
Cadets 166
vs.
Miamisburg 17

As we went to press we clipped the following from the
Dayton Journal: “The St. Mary’s Cadets wound up their
season by snowing the Rexall team at Miamisburg, Ohio,
under an avalanche of points, the final score being 166
to 17 in favor of the local champs. The first period ended with the Cadets
leading 64 to 11, and the closing chapter saw the visitors add 102 more to
their total, while the Rexalls were caging three field goals. One hundred
and sixty-six points in forty minutes of play means that Manager Gessler’s

boys were dropping them in at the rate of a point for every 15 seconds played,
which is surely going some. Norb Sacksteder led the slaughter with thirty
field goals, while Varley with sixteen and Sherry with eighteen baskets respectively to their credit shows that they too knew where the iron ring was

hanging.

Diddle Baker played the entire game with one paw, his right mitt

being encased in a bandage on account of a sprained wrist sustained the evening before at Lebanon and the midget put up a classy exhibition on defense.

Hugh Sacksteder tossed fifteen goals.

For the Rexalls, Duerr did the bulk

of the scoring.

“Field goals—N. Sacksteder 20, Sherry 18, Varley 16. H. Sacksteder, 15,
Baker 4.”

SECOND DIVISION RESIDENT STUDENTS
As usual the Juniors were represented this year by a fast
team. Owing to the exceptional facilities for practice
and the good choice of suitable material, they have put on the floor one of

Juniors

their very best teams.

With

such players as Eilerman, Houston, Ligday,

Gaynor, Menninger, Rigney, Grote and Busch to choose from, the Juniors
had at all times an easy matter to put a winning aggregation on the floor.
Their record is as follows:

......Juniors vs. Crescents
VS.5 Delco #)tniOrs
<3. 4-27

vs.
PUMOEN Vs:
.......Juniors vs.
Juniors vs.

Lyceums
BEAMS205 6S. isa
Troop No. 3, Boy Scouts 4
St. Andrew’s

THIRD DIVISION RESIDENT STUDENTS
Third Division

Regulars

Coach Walter Berghoff has rounded out into shape one

of the best teams that has ever represented the Third
Division. The playing has been of the lightning variety.
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This has led at times to the charge that the boys were a little rough.

no one can deny that the Regulars are there with the goods.

But

Hackman,

Caron, Edmonson, Myerhoefer and Slattery are the regulars. Walter Grote
Kehoe help out in case of any substitution is needed. The following is the
record of the team:

Bee ic Fo ka 6 OR
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34............ Regulars
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es oe a ee
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FOURTH DIVISION RESIDENT STUDENTS
Minims

The inevitable has happened.

time.

A team must lose some

After defeating every team that they played, the

Minims lost to the Arrows. The game was fast and furious all the time.
The Minims were handicapped by the absence of their best player, Larry
Meninger, also by the poor playing of one of their regulars, who argued with

the Arrow rooters more than he played. The score was 16-10. Coach Archer
deserves credit for the fine way he has trained the boys to play.
NON-RESIDENT STUDENTS
Colonials

One of the best teams that has appeared among the day-

scholars, is the team known as the Colonials. The members of the team are Keyes, Capt., Hess, Ferneding, Swift, Sweetman, Agnew.
They have met the best teams in their class and their record speaks for itself.
Always fast, they have bewildered their opponents by their clever pass work.

They have made a name for themselves among the followers of amateur
basket ball in Dayton.

Varsity line-up.

Some day we will, no doubt, find these names on the

Their record to date is as follows:
Colonials vs. Newcomes

Colonials vs. Pals

(forfeit)

Colonials vs. Elks

.....-.Colonials vs. Metropolitan Reserves 20
Colonials vs. Daytonians
.....-.Colonials vs. Alerts
Colonials vs. Monitors

Arrows

By defeating the Minims by the score 16-10, the Arrows
laid claim to the 80-90 pound championship.

This title

they successfully defended against the K. of C. Juniors, whom they defeated
in a one-sided game by the score of 24-4. Again they demonstrated their
superiority, when they ran away with the Carrmontes by the score 37-19.
One more team challenged them, but the team was such that the Arrows did
not even take notice of the absurd claim of the team, which assumed the
name of Midgets.
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April Ammunition

i

:

i

The Wolf and the Lamb

Swift, Soph.: “There ’s yer Libary setters.”
Freshmen Arts: “That’s enough from the dunce of the Sophomore Engineers.”
Wanted!

Teddy, get those sons of yours, with yourself at the head, and act as a
body of minute men in the senior dining room.
Cider

Lause: “Is there very much alcohol in cider?”
Murphy: (curiously) “Inside whom?”
A Helpful Hint
Why not put a glass door on the annex? It would help out in a raid.
Fun in Advertisements

The following advertisements appeared in various papers some years ago:

“Bulldog for sale; will eat anything; very fond of children.”
“Wanted a boy to be partly outside and partly behind the counter.”
“Widow in comfortable circumstances wishes to marry two sons.”
“Animal sale now on; don’t go elsewhere to be cheated; come here.”

“A lady wants to sell her piano, as she is going abroad in a strong, iron
frame.”
“Lost, near Highgate Archway, an umbrella belonging to a gentleman
with a bent rib and a bone handle.”
“Mr. Jones, furrier, begs to announce that he will make up gowns, caps,
etc., for ladies out of their own skins.”
“Wanted, an airy bedroom for a gentleman 22 feet long and 11 feet wide.”

Recently this line appeared in a daily paper:
“A carload of bricks came in for a walk through the park.”

Sophies’ Troubles
Since Sourd jumped on O’Brien, and Schleinitz chased Oberlander from
the Rhine, Garrity says Evans the Romer, Dunne Reith in choosing the motto,
“Kall-or-Run.”
Jabs!
Get a mouth disinfectant for drawing room English,

Krusling:
O’Brien:

Don’t get sore about Gwen.

Rotterman:

It was only a joke.

What would happen if you could attend services on Thurs-

day mornings?
Brennan: Do you think you would prove a valuable addition to a peace
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conference? Ask Krusling and Lause.
said, “speak the truth.”
Yama:

“When in doubt,” as Mark Twain

Do you know anything about fake telephone calls?

Martin: Did anybody bust your motorcycle?
Lause: What bully tried to bluff you?
Behrer: Some class to you! You captured all the allies with ease at
' Spell Ing.
Crowley: Learn to play piano; it will help you to use the soft pedal.
Stanton:

Were you in that motorcycle scare?

SENIOR DIVISION RHYME
a rhyme for the Senior Division and make it a good
“Write
said,
They
one too.” But little they knew what a job they set for a poor luckless poet
to do. I cudgled my brain to find something good, and I burned the midnight oil. In trying to find what I should write, nothing but failure rewarded
my toil. I saw one little book on the library shelf, with a cover of blue, gold
and red, and quickly I turned to the title page there—“The Child’s A B C
Book,” it said. With this help, I will write the Senior Verse, and I beg that
you will lenient be, for the meter is faulty and some names won't rhyme,
so please do be patient with me.

A is for Adelberg, Louis is his name, some

day he will be known as a cueist of fame. For Archer and Anderson, who'd
study they say, If social affairs didn’t stand in the way. B is for Berghof,
he’s one of our boys, And B is for basketball that he so enjoys. B is for
Brennan, the bungling burglar bold, Whose prowess as crook we'd like to unfold. C is for Culley, Clasgens, and Cooney quite young—Perpetual motion
applies to his tongue. C is for Crawford, Carey and Clancy; Out of Time
lunches appeal to their fancy. D is for Dunne who is said to have a “Pull”,
Believe if you wish but I think it is “Bull.” D is for Daugherty, Douglas
and Dugan the fair, Who'd all look better if they’d tend to their hair. E is
for Evans of football fame, At the top of the list you will see his name. His
is the only E in the room, Thus far I am quite sure of awful doom. F is for
Farrel, a Bellefontaine youth—Only one objection, he is minus a tooth. But

oh joy! Quite a scholar is he. If I had his card how happy I would be.
G is for Garrity, the boy with the eyes Whose color is as blue as the summer skies. His face has a blush as red as a rose, That’s where color should
be—not on the tip of the nose.

He is for Hannahan, Holters and Haile,

With these three, I surely shall fail. H is for Halter, Hummert and Happensack—Writing about H’s I haven't the knack-en-sack. I is for Irr, How he
does chatter, Till everyone wonders what is the matter. I is for Interest that
the Seniors all show In affairs of athletics, that you all well know. J is for?
What can I say about J? After deep thinking, I have found a nice way. J
is for Joy that the fellows all lose When they lose notes which turns into
blues. K is for Krusling, an Al and an Ott; One has a temper, the other
has not.

K is for Killoran and Kimmel all right; A warm controversy is their

greatest delight. I, is for Lause, were he on the stage As a matinee idol,
he’d be all the rage. L is for Leonard and L is for Last; In matters of study,
they are exceedingly fast. M is for Murphy, broad but not tall; If he’d fall
down, he’d bounce like a ball. M is for Montanus and McCrate so slim, A

real slender toothpick is really quite like unto him. N is for Nugent, When
through school here, So Rumor has whispered the tale in my ear, He’ll make
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haste to go out into the far West Where among the cowboys he’ll rank as
the best. O is for Oberlander When John is about There'll be something
doing, you’d better watch out. O is for Olberding and O’Brien too, Always
gave Gwen her justice and due. P is for Porter, a typewriter chauffeur is
he.

When he comes along, dust is all that you see.

To tell all we know, it

would likely take ages, And to tell all his virtues would take many pages.
Q is for Questions that all teachers ask, Such as: “From whom did you copy
your task?” “Who threw the eggs?” “Who threw the chalk?” “Who painted
the statues?” and such other talk. R is for Rooney, our business man; He
takes down shorthand just as if he can. Reith, Richter and Romer hold hon-

ored places As may be seen by the smlies on their faces. S is for Schmackers,
Have you heard him laugh? They say he can do so for an hour and a half.
S is for Sourd, the shortest lad in the school, He can hardly see over the top
of a twelve-inch rule.

S is for Shugrue, a boxer by name, S is for Schunck,

an athlete of fame. S is for Stuhmueller and Schnorr as well, Of Schmitt and
Sunshine, I need not tell. T is for Tague, Herman by name, Good nature and
cheerfulness account for his fame.

T is for Treiber, Oh, with what ease His

fingers fly over the ivory keys. U is for us, That we may all get in, For to
leave any out would be a great sin, And if perchance, misrepresented, your
character might be, Take pity, oh readers, and don’t injure me. V is for
Voss, a dashing young swain Who even courts damsels out in the rain. We
heartily agree that he has a cracked dome And all join in the chorus, “Nobody
home.” W is for Warren, he’s a St. Mary’s boy Whose aim is to rival Ty
Cobb or Lajoie. W is for Wintermeyer, and Sidney Wagners too, And roundsteak Windbiel known to a few.

X, that no name starts with it, I bemoan,

And am forced to leave its quantity unknown; If possible to lay down my
pen and bid you good-bye I would quickly do so with a right joyful sigh.
Y is for Yama, so little and brown; The question: “Why does he go so
often to town?” We know alright but we couldn’t tell, For likely as not he
would give us the dickens. And now friends for Z, I am sorry to say That

no Senior’s name is begun in this way, So please don’t blame me if I leave

out this one Because I can’t help the way folks’ names are begun.—Under-

wood.
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S. E. Corner Second and Walnut Streets
101 to 117 East Second Street

CINCINNATI, OHIO
Just say—‘Exponent’ and please our advertisers

